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« Such men have their reward in Heaven.” | 
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TO" THE 


CHRISTIAN WORLD, 
FOLLOWING TRIBUTE, 
AN EMINENT PASTOR, 
A DISTINGUISHED PHILANTHROPIST, 
AND 
A ZEALOUS DIVINE,. 
I humbly dedicated, 


BY THE AUTHOR: 


( V. ) 


PREFACE. . 


Or the many Reformers, xh have a diſtinguiſhed claim to the atten- 
tion of mankind, feww will be found who merit a more conſpicuous place 
in the annals of Eccleſiaſtical H. * than . WESLEY ; the ve ſubject 


of the enſuing ler. | 


Whether the future Hi Rortan may claſ this alafrion Dinky ach 
LUTHER, CALVIN, or Rox, is no part of my preſent buſineſs : it is, 
 howwever, certain, that in point of Genius, Integrity, Learning, Perſe- 
verance, Temperance and Charity, he will be found to rank with any of 
the above eminent Reformer 5, 


Few men ever ried more the efteem ond grateful veneration 1 their 
Country than Mr. WESLEY. Ever ready to inſtruct the Poor —to whom 
inſtruction is a real Charity—he thought no toil too much: and, it muſt 
be confeſſed, even by thoſe who may not be of his communion, that his en- 
deavours to eftabliſh Piety, habitual Devotion, Meekneſs and Sobriety, have 


not been . with the e fruits : and 7 am fully perſuaded that by 
B | bis | 


F 


(vi. ) 
bis means more real benefit hath flowed to the lower and middle ranks er 
life, than from the united endeavours of many both preceding and contem- 
Porary labourers, * cares and exertions neverthele 5 may not have been 


| in vain. 


—. 


| Of a Character ſo public, ſo eminent, and ſo generally known, the 
| world no doubt, as on other occaſions, will form various opinions: but 
amidſt the clamours of Partiality, and the murmurs of Prejudice, TRUTH 
will be heard to whiſper —HE HATH BEEN THE MEANS OF MUCH GOOD. 


To MANKIND ! 


1 


The energetic and nervous language of the moſt eloquent Writer of the 
preſent age, may, Without mmpropriety, or proſtitution be applied to Joh 
WWESLEY.— 


| | « He had high 8 notions 15 his Nane as had, his 

= | hope awas full of Immortality; he looked not to. the paliry pelf of the mo- 

| | ment, nor to the temporary and tranſient praiſe of the vulgar ; but to 4 
ſolid permanent exiſtence, in the permanent part of his nature, and to a 
permanent fame and glory, in the example he left as a rich 85 Hance to 


the world,” 


l | BURKE's LETTER ON THE REVOLUTION IN FRANCE, 
| 2d Edit. p. 137. 


From the idea that Mr. Weſley had been a Benefaftor to his Country, 

| | and to Mankind, that he had been an Ornament io Human Nature, and 

| might be held up as an illuſtrious example to Poſterity, the following Verſes 
originated. If theſe lines excite the ardor of emulation, fo as to call forth 

5 from ſome ſuperior Poet, a tribute more worthy of its object; —or if the 

3 Moral which they aim to inculcate, be the means of leading to, or con- 

| firming any one in the ways of Virtue and Religion, my end is accom- 


ry ; 8 e | 


(vü.) 


* 


As to the Verſes themſelves, they are before the Public. Of their merits, 
or faults, that Public will judge for itſelf. To challenge Criticiſm by an 
obiruſive temerity, would deſerve the puniſhment due to arrogance : and 
meanly to deprecate the critical deciſion by ſervile conceſſion, would be weak 
and frivolous. Without raſhneſs on the one hand, or timidity on the other, 
J ſubmit my Verſes chearfully to the public abprobation, or the public cen- 
jure; conſcious, however ill I * have 1 of OY at ROE 
MEANT WELL. | 


All that remains to be ſaid, is, that the following lines had not their 
Birth in the boſom of leiſure ; they are not the fruit of Academies Shades, 
but were produced in the few—the very few moments that a life UL in- 
ceſſant labour ek allows to the vifitations of the 111 


1 
4 : 
* 
. 4 4 
— - £1 
th id ——_ * — — — — — — » + > 4 — — — _ — — — PIO — — — : - 5 <4 — 64 W906} res. - —_—— as, - . Lot we < — * * . 2 Z —— 4+ 
% ——— = -«» = _ — —— . ” — —_— — —_— 
——_— — — — — — = * 
2 — — . 2 = — — = — — — — — — — — — err 2 — 2 ” — — e gut ——ů — —U— — —— — — ac — — . * 9 A 


49) 


LINEs, 


1N MEMORY OF THE REV. JOHN WESLEY, A. M. 


\ND ſhall he fall, ſhall Parnkanen WezLev die, 


And no Bard pay the tribute of a ſigh ? 


Shall he who ſweetly rung the warbling wire“ 
Die undiſtinguiſh'd by the living Lyre ?— 

While ſlow and ſolemn moves his honor'd bier, 
Shall no Muſe drop the fond embalming tear; 

O'er his cold turf in ſorrow's accents mourn, 
And twine the flowers of Verſe around his Urn; 
To Time's ſtrong Plume his Memory give to ſoar, 
Till Turn, Reticiox, Vin rux are no more! 


Forbid it ye who weave the grateful lay 
Warm in reſiſtleſs Fancy's burning ray. 
Ye choſen few whom MERIT can inſpire, 


| Whoſe boſoms glow with more than Friendſhip's fire, 


C 


Let 


* Mr. Weſley had a very pleaſing Poetical Talent. Many of his occaſional Pieces are ſcattered in the Maga- 
zines, and public Prints; from whence, it were to be wiſhed, the future Editor of his Works wore collect the 
Fagitrves, and giv them, in an unmutilated tate, to the Public. 
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(10) 


Let not the Tomb ingulph th' inſtructive, Sage, 


But pour his Virtues on th' illumin'd page. 

O ſnatch his Fame from ſtrong Oblivion's hand, 

And bid it wide and wider {till expand; 

Trace on Truth's Tablet the recording line, 

That future times may know the Man Divine: 

Hang with bright hands th' emblazon'd ſcroll on high, 
In the rich Fane of ImMorTALITY : 

The glowing record ſhall RELIGION own, 

And ſmile aſſentive from her hallow'd Throne. 


Ve favor'd few who bear the Poet's name, 


Active as light, or as the ſolar flame, 
Why ſleep your filver-Harps' enchanting ſound, 


And breathe no gales of vocal ſweets around ? 


Ye Bards! ye Sages ! why refuſe to frame 


Th' immortal Chaplet to your WESLEx's name? 
Why ſhould the humbleſt of the tuneful Choir, 
Alone to worth departed ſtring his Lyre; 

Why ſhould that worth adorn alone his Lays. 
Which all Parnaſſus might conſpire to praiſe ;. 
Alone by him be ſung, be wept, deplor'd, 

Whoſe faint hand feebly ſmites th* applauding chord; 
Who weak in power, yet warm in Virtue's cauſe, 
The great EXEMPLAR of the CHRISTIAN draws ?— 
O may theſe lays, like the Electric beam, 

From Bard to Bard in ſwift ſucceſſion ſtream, 
Rouſe in their breaſts the chill Poetic fire, 

Till Rapture wakens every dormant Lyre; 

Till to the Sens of Pxack the world around, 


Floats the full choiring univerſal Sound! 
| Say 


(12) 

Say, Power ſupreme, that o'er my mind preſides, 
Whoſe breath informs me, and whole ſpirit guides, 
How the AyosTLE, on his MasTER's plan, 
Toil'd, wept, and watch'd, conſol'd and pitied Man. 
Warm ſprings his Soul aloft on Eagle wing, 

To foreign Climes the GospRL's TruTH to bring. 
He ſpreads his white fails on th* Atlantic wave,* 
Intent the unenlighten'd race to fave : 

No dangers fright his vent'rous Prow away, 

No pleaſures. tempt his ardent heart aſtray ; 
Not all the terrors of the deep have power, 

When all the Demons of the Tempeſt lour, 

Jo turn his Spirit from its deſtin'd goal; 

Or change the ſteady purpoſe of his ſoul. 

He brings no ſlaught'ring Gun, no murd'ring Sword, 
He bears no weapon but 'TxuTH's $AcRED WoRD. 
Ye GEORGIAN coaſts ! to you he turns his oars, 
And plants the Palms of Mercy on your ſhores. 

He gives aloft REbEMPeTION's fruits to glow, 

And high SaLvaTION's Angel Trumpet blow ;” 
And bids now loud—now louder ſtill the note, 
Of PEACE on EARTH,” to liſtening nations float. 
His Miſſion ended, croſs the refluent main, 

The tall ſhip gives him to our ſhores again. 
Glowing with Chriſtian Zeal, and Patriot fire, 
With all the love that CounTxy can inſpire, 
With all the warmth that Genius can impart, 

He pours the living precept on the heart : 


: : & 1 * 
Alluding to Mr. Weſley's Voyage to Georgia, to convert the Indians to Chriſtianity. 
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( 10 ) 


Spreads on the darkling mind th' illuming ray, 


And all the glories of ETERNAL Dar. 


Conſoles the feeble, and confirms the ſtrong, 
And leads the timid fearleſsly along: 
Grief, Sickneſs, Sorrow, Want, his bounties ſhare, 


And needy worth becomes his guardian care. 


Around his Board no pamper'd lacquies wait, 
In all the pomp of Oriental ſtate. | 

He rears no Palaces, no wide ſpread plain 

Calls him ſole Lord of all its proud domain. 

He courts no grandeur, and he hoards no wealth, 


And Toll, and Temperance procure him health. 


Not even Avarice, the Vice of Age, 


Clouds the mild luſtre of his life's laſt ſtage. 


Rich in the treaſures of a feeling mind, 


He knows no good but that of ALL. MaxkTNp, 


No ſelfiſh aim inſpires his great deſign, 


But HoLy Love and CHARITY DIVINE : 


While to the wrangling ſons of noiſy ſtrife, 
He gives th' example of a BLaMmELEss LIFE. 


Speak ye who oft have ſeen with grief ſincere, 
His moiſt eye quiv'ring with the gemmy tear; 
Who oft have ſeen the deep Sigh's thrilling throe 
Shake his wrung breaſt, at ſight of human woe: 
Speak ye who often from his lips have caught, 
TH' inſtructive moral, with Devotion fraught ; 
Ye who have heard him in life's ſocial Si, | 
The ſtream of flowing Converſation pour, 

And wind the varying tide ſerene along, 
Rapid, or gentle, luculent, or weg 


3 


Speak ye in witneſs of this faithful verſe, 
Which aims the Sage's merits to rehearſe = 
Ye who beſt knew him, celebrate his name; 
And his high worth with gratitude proclaim. 


When Britain's ſons ſhall raiſe the Column high, 
Sacred to worth the Arts forbid to die ;— VVV 
Then learns the Pedeſtal with life to glow, | 
'Then learns the breathing Bard and Sage to ſhow ; 

The Chiſſel's powers in high Relievo trace - 
Each worthies' form, and ſoul-illumin'd face: 
In finiſh'd grace the Phidian labours riſe, 

And charm futurity's delighted eyes: 

Preſiding Art with Judgment's ſteady aim, 
Groups in one Tablet every kindred name: 
Sculpture's own Spirit gives the leading tone, 
Inſpires the Buſt, and animates the Stone; 

Her guiding hands the forming Steel direct, 


I 0o give each ſemblance its ſublime effect: 


The attendant Muſes their bright garlands bring, 
In all the glow and beauty of the Spring; 

With roſy fingers cull the faireſt flowers, 
That bloom dependant in Caſtahan bowers, 
And round the mimic Patriots brows divine 
With pearly hands the verdant Chaplets twine.— 
Divine PuILANTHROPY deſcends the ſky, 
Hangs o'er the Artiſt with enamour'd eye, 


_ Enraptur'd views with extatic delight, 


Her How azp's dubious ſhade,* with WEsSLEY's form unite. 
| > Round 


d 


Her Howard's dubious ſhade. It has been ſaid that there is no exiſting Portrait of this celebrated Philanthropiſt: 


(14). 


Round Weſley's Urn no ſanguine laurels bloom, 
No Widow's Curſes murmur on his Tomb: 
No blood-ſtain'd ſpectres haunt his parting hour, 
Grin round his bed, and o'er his pillow lour ; 
| No butcher'd Orphan glares indignant by, 
1 To ſcare the ſlumbers from his cloſing eye; 


i But PRAcE comes ſmiling on her Seraph wing, 
4 And ſteals the barb from DRArn's relenting ſting : 
| To his laſt hours the good Man's meed is given, : 
1 APPROVING CONSCIENCE AND APPROVING HEAVEN! 
ll Such is the end decreed to all the juſt ; 
| So placid fink they to their kindred duſt : 
| Far different to the lot which they ſhall find, 
' The 6xREAT—THE $PLENDID—BuUTCHERs of MANKIND! 
1 Inhuman Suwarow,* far different thine, 
| If the prophetic Muſe may aught divine. 
0 Even now mine eye beholds thy Death-bed Scene, 
bi « As buſy Fancy lifts the veil between; 
j | In lucid viſion ſees before thine eyes, 
i} In bloody pomp all IsMarr.'s horrors riſe ; 
5 Sees the enſanguin'd field before thee roll, 
| = And terror ſeize the Portals of thy Soul : 


Marks group'd upon the ſcene of dearthful ſtrife, 
The ſlaughter' d Huſband, and the bleeding Wife: 
[ Twin'd in each others arms the Son and Sire, 
Prierc'd through at once in mutual death expire. 


With 


* In n 
— — —— — 


* Genera! Suwarow, the conqueror of Iſmail, an important Fortreſs belonging to the Turks. When this 
place tell into the hands of the barbarous Ruffian, no quarter was given. The carnage, according to ſome of the 
papers, continned THREE DAYS ; in Which were doomed to the ſword, of the Turks only, THIRTY-THREE 

THOUSAND Mx! 
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With hair diſhevell'd and demeanor wild, 
The frantic mother for her clinging child, 
Spreads to the Soldier her imploring hands, 
And mercy for her ſhrinking ſon demands : 
She ſues, implores, intreats his wrath to ſpare, = 
Her boſom heaving, and her.white breaſt bare . 
(The faithful Muſe thus heard her prayer ariſe, 
Ere Death's cold ſlumbers clos'd her ſtreaming eyes.) 
O ſpare my child! regard his helpleſs age ! 
And wreak on me thy fury, and thy rage! 
Pour not the current of his life blood clear, 
But let thy vengeful dagger riot here.” — 
—When lo ! ere paſt her lips th* imploring breath, 
Deſcends the ruffian ſtroke and mows them down in death ! 


| Theſe riſe before thee, wretched as thou art! 

And keen REmoRsE runs fiery through thy heart! 

Grim glide the Spirits of the goary dead, | 

And mutter vengeance on thy ſhrinking head : 

Around in dreadful harmony they join, 

And ſcowling cry, behold ! theſe hated deeds are thine : : 
Then all the hh variety of woe, | 

Thy wrung, thy tortur'd mind is given to know. 

All Mzrcy vaniſh'd, Horz's firm anchor loſt, po 
On black Dzsya1R's diſaſtrous ocean toſt, | 
Nack'd on the wheel of Doug, or rudely torn, | 

On griding FRENZY's CONSCIENCE POINTED Thorn. 

Hot at thy heart thou feel it eternal fires, | 

And in the horror of thy guilt expires ! 


Such 
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Such are the terrors that ineeſſant wait 
The cloſing ſcene of thoſe the world calls GREAT ! 8 
Dark ſets their Sun, depriv'd of all his light, 
In fad Eclipſe and never-ending night !— 

But fee ! contraſting ComyorT's glories beam, 
In Rainbow colours her bright fondo ſtream. 
The good man fees the radiant viſion riſe, 
And-all Heaven opens on his raviſh'd eyes. 
He ſees his Star ſublime in orient glow, 5 
And quits exulling this dim ſcene below. 
So WzsLEy died, in viſions of the bleſt, 
Without a ſigh quieſcent ſunk to reſt. 

And ſo may ALL without a ſigh, a tear, 

- Before. the awful front of DEATH appear, 

' Whoſe life trac'd backward thro' rg time, 
Appears unſtain'd, unſullied by a crime: 

For truſt the Muſe that holds this Scripture high, 


Wao Lives LIXE WESLEY SHALL LIKE WESLEY DIE ! 
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